For the great Soul which here amongst us now
Doth dwell,

and moves that hand, and tongue, and brow,
Which as the moon the sea moves us, to hear
Whose story with long patience you will long;
(For 'tis the crown and last strain of my song)
This Soul, to whom Luther and Mahomet were
Prisons of flesh; this Soul, which oft did tear
And mend the wrecks of th5 empire, and late Rome,
And liv'd when every great 'change did come,
Had first in Paradise a low but fatal room.

Yet no low room, nor than the greatest, less
If (as devout and sharp men fitly guess)
That cross, our joy and grief, (where nails did tie
That All, which always was all every where,
Which could not sin, and yet all sins did bear,
Which could not die, yet could not choose but die),
Stood in the selfsame room in Calvary
Where first grew the forbidden learned tree;

For on that tree hung in security
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This Soul, made by the Maker's will from pulling free.

Prince of the orchard, fair as dawning morn,
Fenc'd with the law, and ripe as soon as born,